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ROBEBT MACAIBB. 

Bbbtbakd. 

DuMONT (Landlord of the " Auberge des Adreia''), 

Charles (a Gendarme^ Vumont^s sujyposed Son). 

GOBIOT. 

The Mabquis {CharMs Fatlier), 

The Bbigadikb of Gekdabmebie. 

The Curate. 

The Notaby. 

A Waiter. 

Ebnbstine (GorioVs Daughter). 

Aline. 

Maids, Peasants {Male and Female)^ Gekdabmes. 

TJie Scene is laid in the Courtyard of the " Atihcrge des Adrets^" 
OH thefrfmtier of France ami Savoy. 

The Time 1820. 

T7ie Action occupies an inter cal of from twe've to fourteen hours; 
from four in the afternoon till about five in the nwrnivg. 
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ACT I. 

The Stage represents the com*tycui*d of the Auberge des 
Adrets. It is su7Taunded by the huUdings of the 
inn, wit/i a galUry on the first story, approached 
C.J by a straight flight of stairs. Z. C.ythe en- 
traiice doo9'ioay, A little infrmit of this^ a small 
g7'ated office, containing a business table, brass- 
bound ccibinet, and 2^07iable cash-box. In front, 
R. and L., tables and benefits ; one^ L,, partially 
laid for a consid&raUe party. 

SCENE I. 

Aline and Maids; to whom Fiddlers; afterwards 
DuMONT and Charles. As the cui*tain rises, the 
sou7id of t/i^ violins is heoi'd ajpproaching. Aline 
and the inn servaiits, who are discovered laying 

A 
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tfie ioMej dance up to door L. C, to nieet the 
Fiddlers, who enter likeioiae dancing to their own 
music. Air: ''Haste to the Wedding:' The 
Fiddlers exeunt playing into house, 11. U, E, 
Aline and Maids dance hack to table, which they 
proceed to aa^ange. 

Aline. 

Well, give me fiddles : fiddles and a wedding feast. 
It tickles your heart till your heels make a runaway 
match of it. I don't mind extra work, I don't, so 
long as there's fun about it. Hand me up that pile 
of plates. The quinces there, before the bride. 
Stick a pin in the Notary's glass ; that's the gii'l he's 
courting. 

DUMONT. 

[Entering, with Charles.] Good girls, good girls ! 
Charles, in ten minutes from now what happy faces 
will smile around that boai'd ! 



Charles. 

Sir, my good foi'tune is complete ; and most of all 
in this, that my happiness has made my father 
happy. 
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DUMONT. 

Your father ? Ah, well, upon that point we shall 
have more to say. 

Chables. 

What more remains that has not been said 
already? For surely, sir, there are few sons more 
fortunate in their father; and, since you approve of 
this marriage, may I not conceive you to be in that 
sense fortunate in your son ? 

DuMONT. 

Dear boy, there is always a variety of considera- 
tions. But the moment is ill chosen for dispute ; to- 
night, at least, let our felicity be unalloyed. [Looking 
off Z. C] Our guests arrive; here is our good 
Curate, and hei'e our cheerful Notary. 

Ohaklbs. 
His old infirmity, I f eai*. 

DuMONT. 

But Charles — dear boy ! — at your wedding feast ! 
I should have taken it unneighbourly had he come 
strictly sober. 
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SCENE II. 

2^0 these, by tlie dow L. C'.,l the Cukate and the 
NoTABY, oAifii in m^ni; the latter* owl-like aiid 
titubanU 

CUEATE. 

Peace be on this house ! 

Notary. 
\Svnging,'\ ** Prove an excuse for the glass." 

DUMONT. 

Welcome, excellent neighbours ! The Church and 
the Law. 

Curate. 

And you, Charles, let nie hope your feelings are in 
solemn congruence with this momentous .step. 

Notary. 

[2)i(/f/ivg Charles in the ribs,] Married ? Lovely 
bride ? Prove an excuse ! 

DUMONT. 

[2^0 Curate.] 1 fear our friend ? perhaps ? as 
usual? ehl 
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Curate. 
Possibly ; I had not yet observed it. 

DUMONT. 

Well, well, his heart is good. 

CuaATE. 
He doubtless meant it kindly. 

Notary. 
Where's Aline ? 

Aline. 
Coming, sir ! [Notary makes for her. 

Curate. 

\Cwpturincj Atm.] You will infallibly expose your- 
self to misconstruction. \To Charles.] Where is 
your commanding officer ? 

Charles. 

Why, sir, we have quite an alert. Information 
has been received from Lyons that the notorious 
malefactor, Robert Macaire, has broken prison, and 
the Brigadier is now scorning the country in his 
pursuit. I myself am instructed to watch the visitors 
to our house. 
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DuiIOKT. 

That will do, Charles; you may go. [Eodt 
Chablxs.] Yon have considered the case I laid 
hefore you. 

Notary. 

Considered a case ? 

DUMONT. 

Yeg, yes. Charles, you know, Charles. Can he 
many? under these untoward and peculiar circum- 
stances, can he marry ? 

NOTABY. 

Now, lemme tell you; marriage is a contract to 
which there are two contracting parties. That being 
clear, I am prepaied to argue categorically tliat your 
son Charles — who, it appears, is not your son Charles 
— I am prepared to ai'gue that one party to a con- 
tract being null and void, the other party to a con- 
tract cannot by law oblige or constrain the first party 
to constract or bind himself to any contract, except 
the other party be able to see his way clearly to con- 
stract himself with him. I donno if I make myself 
clear? 

DU3fOKT. 

No. 
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NoTAEY. 

Now, lemme tell you : by applying justice of peace 
might possibly afford relief. 

DUMONT. 

But how ? 

Notary, 

Ay, there's the rub. 

DUBIONT. 

But what am I to do? He's not my son, I tell 
you ; Charles is not my son. 

Notary, 
I know. 

DuMONT. 

Perhaps a glass of wine would clear him ? 

Notary. 
That's what I want, [^^t/ 9^ out, L. U. E. 

Alixe. 

And now, if youVe done deranging my table, to 
the cellar for the wine, the whole pack of 30U. 
\ Manet soia, considering tabled] There! it's like a 
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garden. If I had as sweet a table for my wedding, I 
would marry the Notary. 

SCENE III. 

The Stage remaiiia vcvoant, Ente>% hy door Z. C, 
Macaire, followed hy Bertuand with the hnwlle ; 
in the traditional costwne. 

Macaire. 
Good ! No police. 

Bertrand. 
[Looking off L, C] Sold again ! 

Macaire. 

This is a favoured spot, Bertrand; ten minutes 
from the frontier : ten minutes from escape. Bless- 
ings on that frontier line i The criminal hops across, 
and lo ! the reputable man. \Keadiiig,'\ " Auberge des 
Adrets, by John Paul Dumont.'* A table set for com- 
pany ; this is fate : Bertrand, are we the fii'st 
arrivals? An office; a cabmet; a cash-box — aha! 
and a cash-box, golden within. A money-box is like 
a Quaker beauty : demure without, but what a figure 
of a woman ! Outside gallery : an architectural 
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feature I approve ; I count it a convenience both for 
love and war; the troubadour — twang-twang; the 

craftsmen \3fake8 as if turning key!\ The 

kitchen window : humming with cookery ; truffles, 
before Jove! I was born for truffles. Cock your 
hat : meat, wine, rest, and occupation ; men to gull, 
women to fool, and still the door open, the great un- 
bolted door of the frontier ! 

Bebtrand. 
Macaire, I'm hungry. 

Macairb. 

Bertrand, excuse me, you are a sensualist. I 
should have left you in the stone-yard at Lyons, and 
written no passport but my own. Your soul is in- 
corporate with your stomach. Am I not hungry, 
too ? My body, thanks to immortal Jupiter, is but 
the boy that holds the kite-string; my aspirations 
and designs swim like the kite sky-high, and overlook 
an empire. 

Bertbaio). 

If I could get a full meal and a pound in my 
pocket I would hold my tongue. 
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Macaire. 

Dreams, dreams ! We are what we are ; and what 
ore we? Who are you? who cares? Who am I? 
myRolf. What do we come from? an accident. 
What's a mother? an old woman. A father? the 
gentleman who beats her. What is crime ? discovery. 
Virtue ? opportunity. Politics ? a pretext. Affection ? 
nn affectation. Morality? an affair of latitude. 
Punishment? this side the frontier. Keward? the 
other. Property ? plunder. Business ? other people's 
money — not mine, by God! and the end of life to 
live till we are hanged. 

Bebtband. 

Macaire, I came into this place with my tail 
between my legs already, and hungry besides ; and 
then you get to flourishing, and it depresses me worse 
than the chaplain in the jail. 

Macaire. 

What is a chaplain ? A man they pay to say what 
you don't want to hear. 

Bertrand. 

-A^nd who are you after all ? and what right have 
you to talk like that ? By what I can hear, youVe 
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been the best part of you're life in quod ; and as for 

me, since IVe followed you, what sort of luck have I 

had ? Sold again ! A boose, a blue fright, and two 

years' hard labour, and the police hot foot after us 

even now. 

Macaibe. 

What is life ? A boose and the police. 

Bebtband. 

Of course, I know you're clever; I admire you 

down to the ground, and I'll starve without you. 

But I can't stand it, and I'm off. Good-bye : good 

luck to you, old man ! and if you want the 

bundle 

Macaibe. 

I am a gentleman of a mild disposition, and, I 
thank my maker, elegant manners ; but rather than 
be betrayed by such a thing as you are, with the 
courage of a hare, and the manners, by the Lord 
Harry, of a jumping- jack [lie shoivs his knife, 

Bebtband. 
Put it up, put it up : I'll do what you want. 

Macaibe. 
What is obedience ? fear. So march straight, or 
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look for mischief. It*s not bon touj I know, and far 
from friendly. Bat what is friendship ? convenience. 
But we lose time in this amiable dalliance. Oome, 
now, an effort of deportment : the head thrown 
back, a jaunty cannage of the leg ; crook gi^acefuUy 
the elbow. Thus. 'Tis bettor. [Calling.] House, 
house here ! 

Bertrand. 
Are yon mad ? We haven't a brass fnrtliing. 

Magaibe. 
Now ! — But before we leave ! 



SCENE lY. 
7(0 t/iese, Dumont. 

DUMONT, 

Gentleman, wliat can a plain man do for your 
service ? 

JVIacaire. 

My good man, in a roadside inn one cannot look 
for the impossible. Give one wliat small wine and 
what country fare you can produce. 
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DUMONT. 

Gentlemen, you come here upon a most auspicious 
day, a red-letter day for me and my poor house, when 
all are welcome. Suffer me, with all delicacy, to 
inquire if you are not in somewhat naiTow circum- 
stances ? 

Macaibe. 

My good creature, you are strangely in erix)r ; one 
is rolling in gold. 

Bebtbakd. 
And very hungry. 

DUMONT. 

Dear me, and on this happy occasion I had 
registered a vow that eveiy poor traveller should 
have his keep for nothing, and a pound in his pocket 
to help him on his journey. 

Macaibe. 
A pound in his pocket ? 



Aside, 



Bebtband. 
Keep for nothing ? 
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Maoaire. ^ 

Aside. 
Sold again ! j 

DUAIONT. 



Bitten ! 

Bbrtuaxd. 



I will send you what we have : poor fare, perhaps, 
for gentlemen like you. 

SCENE Y, 

Macaire, Beiiteand; afierwarcla Charles, ivho 
appears on Hie gallery, ami comes dovra, 

Bertrakd. 
I told you so. Why will you fly so high ? 

Macaire. 

Bertrand, don't crush me. A pound : a fortune ! 
With a pound to start upon — two pounds, for I'd 
have borrowed yours — three months from now I 
might have been diiving in my barouche, with you 
behind it, Berti-and, in a tasteful livery. 

Bertrand. 
[Seemg Charles.] Lord, a policeman I 
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Macairk. 

steady ! What is a policeman ? Justice's blind 
eye. [2b Chakles.] I think, sir, you are in the 
force? 

Charles. 

I am, sir, and it was in that chaiticter 

Macaibe. 
Ah, sii', a fine service ! 

Charles. 
It is, sir, and if your papers 



Macaire. 

You become your uniform. Have you a mother ? 
Ah, well, well ! 

Charles. 
My duty, sir 

Macaire. 

They tell me one Macaire — is not that his name, 
Bertrand ? — has broken jail at Lyons ? 



Charles. 
He has, sir, and it is precisely for that reason 
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Macaire. 

Well, good-bye. [Sluiking Charles bp <7*e hand 

und leading Mm towards the door, Z. U, E.] Sweet 

Bpot, sweet spot. The scenery is ... . [Hssea hie 

Jmgefi'-iipa. Exit Charles.] And now, what is a 

policeman ? 

Bertrand. 
A bobby. 

SCENE VI. 

Macaire, Beutrand ; to whom Aune vjith tray ; 
aiid afterwards Maids. 

Aline. 

[EiUering with tray, and jyroceediug to lay table, Z.] 
My men, you are in better luck than usual. It isn't 
(n'cry day you p;o .slinrc8 in a wc<l(liiig feast, 

Macaike. 
A wedding ? Ah, and you're the bride. 

Aline. 
What makes you fancy that ? 

Macaire. 
Heavens, am I blind ? 
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Alike. 
Well, then, I wish I was. 

Macaire. 
I take you at the word : have me. 

Aline. 
You will never be hanged for modesty. 

Macaire. 

Modesty is for the poor : when one is rich and 

nobly born, 'tis but a clog. I love you. What is 

your name ? 

Aline. 

Guess again, and you'll guess wrong. [JCnter the 
othei* servants with toine haskeisJ] Here, set the wine 
down. No, that is the old Burgundy for the wed- 
ding party. These gentlemen must put up with a 
different bin. [Setting wine before Macaire and Ber- 
TRAND, who are at table, Z.] 

Macaire* 
[Dri7iking,] Yinegar, by the supreme Jove I 



Sold again ! 



Bertrand. 

B 
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Macaibe. 

Now, Bertrand, mark me. [Before the servants he 
exchcmges the hotUe for the 07ie in front of Dumont's 
place at the head of the otiier ta^fjle.] Was it well done ? 

Beetbaxd. 
Immense. 

Maoairk. 

[Empt^ng his glass into Bebtband's.] Tliere, Ber- 
trand, yon may finish that. Ha ! music ? 

SCENE VII. 

To tJiese, from the inn, L. U, E,, Dumokt, Chables, 
the CuBATE, the Notaby jigging ; from tJie inn, 
11, U, E., FiDDLEBS playing and dancing ; and 
through door, L. C, Gobiot, Ebnestine, Peasants, 
dancing likewise. Air: ^^ Haste to the Wedding J^ 
As the paHies meet, the music ceases. 

DUMONT. 

Welcome, neighbours ! welcome friends ! Ernestine, 
here is my Charles, no longer mine. A thousand 
welcomes. Oh, the gay day ! Oh, the auspicious 
wedding! [Chables, Ebxestine, Dumoxt, Gobiot, 
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Curate, and Notaby ait to the wedding feast; Peasants, 
FiDDLEBS, and Maids, grouped at back^ drinking from 
the barrel,] Oh, I must have all happy around me, 

GORIOT. 

Then help the soup. 

DUMONT. 

Give me leave: I must have all happy. Shall 
these poor gentlemen upon a day like this drink 
ordinary wine? Not so: I shall drink it. [To 
Macaibe, who is just about to JIU his glass.] Don't 
touch it, sir ! Aline, give me that gentleman's hottle 
and take him mine : with old Dumont's compliments, 

Macaibe. 
What? 

Bebtband. 

Change the hottle ? 

Macaibe. 



Bitten 1 



Sold again. 



Bebtband. 



Aside, 



DuMONT. 

Tes, all shall be happy. 
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GoaiOT. 
I tell 'ee, help the soup I 

DUMONT. 

[Begiiis to lielp soup. TJien, dropping ladh.l One 
word : a matter of detail : Charles is not my son. [All 
exclaim^ Oh, no, he is not my son. Perhaps I 
should have mentioned it before. 

Charles. 
I am not your son, sir ? 

DUMONT. 

Oh, no, far from it. 

DOBIOT. 

Then who the devil's son be he ? 

DUMOJW. 

Oh, I don't know. It's an odd tale, a romantic 
tale : it may amuse you. It was twenty years ago, 
when I kept the Golden Head at Lyons : Clmrles was 
left upon my doorst-ep in a covered basket, with suffi- 
cient mone}'' to support the child till he should come 
of age. There was no mai*k upon the linen, nor any 
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clue but one : an unsigned letter from the father of 
the child, which he strictly charged me to preserve. 
It was to prove his identity: he, of course, would 
know the contents, and he only ; so I keep it safe in 
the third compartment of my cash-box, with the ten 
thousand francs IVe saved for his do^vry. Here is 
the key ; it's a patent key. To-day the poor boy is 
twenty-one, to-morrow to be married. I did perhaps 
hope the father would appear : there was a Marquis 
coming: he wrote me for a room; I gave him the 
best. Number Thirteen, which you have all heard of : 
I did hope it might be he, for a Marquis, you know, 
is always genteel. But no, you see. As for me, I take 
you all to witness I'm as innocent of him as the babe 
unborn. 

Macaibe. 
Ahem ! I think you said the linen bore an M ? 

DUMONT. 

Pardon me : the markings were cut off. 

Macaibe. 
True. The basket white, I think ? 

DUMONT. 

Brown, brown. 
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Macaire. 
Ah 1 brown — a whitey-brown. 

GORIOT. 

I tell 'ee what, Dumont, this is all very well ; but 
in that case, 1*11 be danged if he gets my daater. 

\(xtiie:i'(d conHemation, 

DUMONT, 

Oh, Goriot, let's have happy faces ! 

GORIOT. 

Happy faces be danged ! I want to many my 
daater; I want your son. But who be this? I 
don't know, and you don't know, and he don't know. 
-H-e may be anybody ; by Jarge, he may be nobody I 

[Eoixlamatto7i8. 
Curate. 

"© situation is crepuscular. 

Ernestine. 
father, and Mr. Dumont (and you too, Charles), I 
^B.y one word. You gave us leave to fall in 
.,- * ^^ fell in love; and as for me, my father, I 
^®^ mari'y Charles, or die a maid. 
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Chables. 

And you sir, would you rob me in one day of both 
a father and a wife ? 

DUMONT. 

[)Veeping,] Happy faces, happy faces ! 

GORIOT. 

I know nothing about robbei*y; but she cannot 
marry without my consent, and that she cannot get. 

DUMONT. ^ 

O dear, O dear. 

Aline. 

What, spoil the wedding ? 

Toget/ier. 

Ernestine. 

father ! 

Charles. 
Sir, sir, you would not 

GORIOT. 

[Exasperated,] I wun't, and what's more I shan't 

J^ Notary. 

1 donno if I make myself cleai*. 
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DUMOKT. 

(Joriot, do let's have happy faces ! 

GORIOT. 

Fudge ! Fudge ! ! Fudge ! ! ! 

Curate. 

Possibly on application to this conscientious jurist, 
light [may be obtained. 

All. 

The Notary ; yep, yes ; the Notaiy ! 

DUMONT. 

Now, how about this mairiage ? 

Notary. 

MaiTiage is a contiact, to which there are two con- 
tracting parties, John Dee and Richard Eoe. I 
donno if I make myself clear ? 

Aline. 
Poor lamb ! 

Curate. 

Silence, my friend; you will expose yourself to 
misconstruction. 
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Macaire. 

[Taking the sta(/e.] As an eiitiie stranger in this 
painful scene, ivill you permit a gentleman and a 
traveller to interject one word ? There sits the young 
man, full, I am sure, of pleasing qualities ; here the 
young maiden, by her own confession bashfully con- 
senting to the match ; there sits that dear old gentle- 
man, a lover of bright faces like myself, his own now 
dimmed with sorrow; and here — (may I be allowed 
to add ?) — ^here sits this noble Koman, a father like 
myself, and like myself the slave of duty. Last you 
have me — Baron Henri-Fr^d^ric de Latour de Main 
de la Tonnerre de Brest, the man of the world and 
the man of delicacy. I find you all — permit me the 
expression — ^gravelled. A marriage and an obstacle. 
Kow, what is marriage? The union of two souls, 
and, what is possibly more romantic, the fusion of 
two dowries What is an obstacle ? the devil. And 
this obstacle ? to me, as a man of family, the obstacle 
seems grave; but to me, as a man and a bix)ther, 
what is it but a word. Oh, my friend [to Goriot], 
you whom I single out as the victim of the same 
noble failings with myself — of pride of birth, of pride 
of honesty — O, my friend, reflect. Go now apart 
with your dishevelled daughter, your tearful son-in- 
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law, and let their plaints constrain you. Believe me, 
when you come to die, you will recall with pride this 
amiable wealuiess. 

GrOETOT. 

I shan't, and what's more I wun*t. 

[CnABLES and Ernestine lead him up stage, 
pt'otestiiig. AU Hse except Notary.] 

DUMONT, 

[FroM IL, shaking hands with Macaire.] Sir, you 
have a noble nature. [Macaire picks his pocket,] 
Dear me, dear me, and you are lich. 

Macaire. 

I own, sii', I deceived you : I feared some wound- 
ing offer, and my pride replied. But to be quite 
frank with you, you behold me here, the Barou 
Hemi-Fredenc de Latour de Main de lajTonneri-e de 
Brest, and between my simple manhood and the 
infinite these rags are all. 

DUMOXT, 

Dear me, and with this noble pride, my gi*atitude 
is useless. For I, too, have delicacy : I understand 
you could not stoop to take a gift. 
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Macaire. 
A gift ? a small one ? never ! 

DUMONT. 

And I will never wound you by the offer. 



Macairb. 



Bitten. 



1 



Aside 
Bebtband. I 

Sold again. j 

GORIOT. 

[Taking the stage,] But, look 'ee here, he can't 
marry. 





Macaibe. 


Hey? 






DUMONT. 


Ah! 






Aline. 


Heyday ! 






CUBATE. 


Wherefore ? 






Ebnestine. 


Oh! 






Chablbs. 


Ah! 





Together. 



GOBIOT. 

Not without his veyther's consent I And he hasn't 
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got it ; and what's more, he can't get it : and what's 
more, he hasn't got a veyther to get it from. It's the 
law of France. 

Alike. 

Then the law of France ought to be ashamed of 
itself. 

Ebnestike. 

Oh, couldn't we ask the Notary again ? 

CUBATB. 

Indubitably you may ask him. 



Can't they many ? 

Can't he marry ? 
Can't she maiTy ? 
Can't we many ? 
Can't I many ? 
Hain't I right ? 



Macaiue. 



DOIOKT. 



Aline. 



Ekxestixe. 



CUABLES. 



GORIOT. 



Notary. 



) Together. 



Constracting parties. 
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Curate. 
Possibly tomorrow at an early hour he may be 
more perspicuous. 

GORIOT. 

Ay, before heVe time to get at it. 

NOIARY. 

Unoffending jurisconsult overtaken by sorrow. 

Possibly by applying justice of peace might afford 

relief. 

Maoaire. 
Bravo! 

DUMONT. 

Excellent ! 

Charles. 
Let's go at once ! 

Aline. 
The very thing ! 

Ernestine. 
Yes, this minute ! 

GORIOT. 

I'll go. I don't mind getting advice, but I wun't 

take it. 

Macaire. 

My friends, one word : I perceive by your down- 
cast looks that you have not recognised the true 



^ Together, 
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nature of your responsibility as citizens of time. 
What is care ? impiety. Joy ? the whole duty of 
man. Here is an opportunity of duty it were sinful 
to forego. With a word, I could lighten your hearts ; 
but I prefer to quicken your heels, and send you 
forth on your ingenuous errand with happy faces and 
smiling thoughts, the physicians of your own re- 
covery. Fiddlers, to your catgut. Up, Bertrand, 
and show them how one foots it in society ; forward, 
girls, and choose me every one the lad she loves; 
Dumont, benign old man, lead forth our blushing 
curate; and 5'ou, bride, embrace the uniform of 
your beloved, and help us dance in your wedding- 
day. 

[Daiice, in the course of which Macaire f^tci'* 

Dumont's 2>ocket of his keys^ selects t/ie key 
of the cash-box, and returns the otJiers to 
his pocket. In the end, all dance out ; the 
wedding-imrty, headed by Fiddlers, L, O. ; 
the Maids «?ic? Auxe into the inn, E, U, E. 
Manet Bertrand and Macaire. 

SCENE YIIL 

Macaire, Bertrand, uho instantly takes a bottle frcm 
the ivedding -table, and sits tcith it, L. 
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Macaike. 

Bertrand, there's a devil of a want of a father 

here. 

Bebtrand. 

Ay, if we only knew where to find him. 

Macaire. 

Bertrand, look at me : I am Macaire ; I am that 

father. 

Bertrand. 

You, Macaire ? You a father ? 

Macaire. 

Not yet, but in &ve minutes. I am capable of 
anything. [Producing key,'] What think you of 

this? 

Bertrand. 

That? Is it a key? 

Macaire. 

Ay, boy, and what besides? My diploma of re- 
spectability, my patent of fatherhood. I prigged it — 
in the ardour of the dance I prigged it ; I change it 
beyond recognition, thus [twists the handle of the hey] ; 
and now . . . . ? Where is my long-lost child ? Pro- 
duce my young policeman, show me my gallant boy. 
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Bertraxd. 
I don't understand. 

Macaire. 

Dear innocence, l\o\v should you ? Your brains are 
in your fists. Go and keep watch. [Tie goes into tlie 
office awl ratnrns with iliA c(i^h-hox^\ Keep watch, I 
say. 

Bektrand. 

Where ? 

Maoathe. 
Everywliore. [//e opeiia box, 

Bertrand. 
Gold. 

Maoaire. 

Hands off! Keep watch. [Bertrand at back of 
8tage,'\ Beat slower, my paternal heart ! Tlie third 
compartment ; let mo see. 

Bertraxd. 
»S'.st ! [Macaire shuts hox,'\ No; false alarm. 



Macaire. 
The third compartment. Ay, here it- 
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Bebtkand. 
S*sfc ! [Same busineas,] No : fire away. 

Macaiee. 
The third compartment : it must be this. 

Bebtkand. 

S'st I [Macaibe ke^8 box open, loatching Bektband.] 
All serene ; it's the wind. 

Macaibe. 

Now, see here ! [He da/rU his knife into the stage.^ 

I will either be backed as a man should be, or from 

this minute out I'll work alone. Do you understand ? 

I said alone. 

Bebtband. 

For the Lord's sake, Macaire ! 

Macaibe. 

Ay, here it is. [Reading letter. '\ "Preserve this 
letter secretly ; its terms are known only to you and 
me : hence when the time comes, I sliall repeat them, 
and my son will recognise his father." Signed : ** Your 
Unknown Benefactor." [He hums it over twice and 
replaces it. Then, fingering the gold.l Gold 1 The 

c 
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yellow enchantress, happiness ready-made and laugh- 
ing in my face ! Gold : what is gold ? The world 
the term of ills ; the empery of all ; the multitudinous 
babble of the change, the sailing from all ports of 
freighted argosies ; music, wine, a palace ; the doors 
of the bright theatre, the key of consciences, and 
love — love's whistle ! All this below my itching 
fingers ; and to set this by, turn a deaf ear upon the 
siren present, and condescend once more, naked, into 
the ring with fortune — Macoire, how few would do 
it ! But you, Macaire, you are compacted of more 
subtile clay. No cheap immediate pilfering : no retail 
trade of petty larceny ; but swoop at the heart of the 
position, and clutch all 1 

Bertrakd. 
[At hie s/ioiUdei*.] Halves ! 

Macaire. 

Halves? [lie locks the box.] Bertrand, I am a 
father, [lleplacea box in oj/ice.] 

Beiituand. 
[Lookiiifj after him,] Well, I — um — damned ! 

DROP. 



ACT II. 

TVhen the curtain iHses, the niyht Juts corns, A hctngiiig 
dusteft* of lighted lamps over each table, R. and Z. 
Macaibe, R.y smoking a cigarette; Bertrand, L» 
with a churchioarden : each loith bottle and glass. 



SCENE I. 
Macaibe, Bertrand. 

Macaibe. 

Bertiiind, I am content ; a child might play with 
me. Does youi* pipe draw well ? 

Beutuand. 

Like a factoiy chimney. This is my notion of life ; 
liquor, a chair, a table to put my feet on, a line clean 
pipe, and no police. 
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Macaire. 

Beitrand, do you see these changing exhalations ? 
Do you see these blue rings and spirals, weaving 
their dance, ]ike a round of fairies, on the footless 
sir? 

BeRTRAIsD. 

I see 'em right enough. 

Macauie. 

Man of little vision, expound me these meteors! 

M^hat do they*6ignify, O wooden-head ? Clod, of what 

do they consist ? 

Bertrand. 

Damned bad tobacco. 

Macaire. 

I will give you a little course of science. Every- 
thing, Berti-and (much as it may surprise you), has 
ilireo states : a vapour, a liquid, a solid. Tliese are 
fortune in the vapour: these are ideas. What are 
ideas? the protoplasm of wealth. '.I.'o your head — 
which, by the way, is a solid, Bertrand — what are 
they but foul air ? To mine, to my prehensile and 
constructive intellects, see, as I grasp and work them, 
to what lineaments of the future they titinsform 
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themselves : a palace, a barouche, a pair of luminous 
footmen, plate, wine, respect, and to be honest ! 

Bertband. 
But what's the sense in honesty ? 

Macaire. 

The sense? You see me: Macaire: elegant, im- 
moral, invincible in cunning; well, Bertrand, much 
as it may surprise you, I am simply damned by my 

dishonesty, 

Bertrand. 

No! 

Macaire. 

The honest man, Bertrand, that is God's noblest 

work. He carries the bag, my boy. Would you 

have me define honesty ? the strategic point for 

theft. Bertrand, if I'd three hundred a year, I'd be 

honest to-morrow. 

Bertrand. 

Ah ! don't you wish you may get it ? 

Macaire. 

Bertrand, I will bet you my head against your own 
— the longest odds I can imagine — that with honesty 
for my spring-board, I leap through history like a 



38 



MACAIRE 



paper hoop, and come out among posterity heroic and 
immortal. 

SCENE II. 

To these, all the foi'oner characiei's, less the Notary. 
77*6 fiddles are heard loWioui, jiUvy^'^l doleftdly. 
Air ; " dear, wJuit can the matter he / " in time 
to inhich tlie jyi*ocession ente^'S, 

Macaire. 
Well, friends, what cheer ? 



Aline. N 

No wedding, no wedding ! 

GORIOT. 

I told 'ee he can't and he can't. 



Dear, dear me ! 

Ernestine. 
They won't let us marry, 

Charles. 
No wife, no father, no nothing ! 



DuMONT. ) Together 
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CUEATB. 

The facts have justified the worst anticipations of 
our absent friend, the Notary. 

Macaibe. 
I perceive I must reveal myself. 

DUMONT. 

God bless me, no I 

Macaibe. 

My friends, I had meant to preserve a strict in- 
cognito, for I was ashamed (I own it !) of this poor 
accoutrement ; but when I see a face that I can 
render happy, say, my old Dumont, should I hesitate 
to work the change? Hear me, then, and you \to 
the oihefi^s] prepare a smiling countenance. [Repeat- 
hig.^ "Preserve this letter secretly; its terms are 
only known to you and me; hence when the time 
comes, I shall repeat them, and my son will recognise 
his father. — Your Unknown Benefactor." 

DUMONT. 

The words ! the letter ! Charles, alas ! it is your 

father ! 

Charles. 

Good Lord ! [Ge^ieral consternaiicni. 
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Bertrakd. 

[Aside : amiting his broio.] I soe it now; sublime ! 

Curate. 
A liiglily singular eventuality. 

GORfOT. 

Him? Oh well, then, I wun't. [Goes up. 

Macaire. 

Charles, to my arms ! [Busiti^s.] Ernestine, your 
second father waits to welcome you. [DiosiiiessJ] 
Gonot, noble old man, I grasp your hand. [He does7i't,^ 
And you, Dumont, how shall your unknown bene- 
factor thank you for your kindness to his boy ? [A 
dead 2)au8e.] Charles, to my arms ! 

Charles. 

My father, you are still something of a stranger. 
I hope — er — in the course of time — I hope that may 
be somewhat mended. But I confess that I have so 
long regarded Mr. Dumont 

Macaire. 
Lov^e him still, dear boy, love him still. I have 
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not returned to be a burden on your heart, nor much, 

comparatively, on your pocket. A place by the fire, 

dear boy, a crust for my friend, Bertrand. [A dead 

pause.] Ah, well, this is a different home>coming 

from that I fancied when I left the letter : I dreamed 

to grow rich. Charles, you remind mo of your 

sainted mother. 

Charles. 

I trust, sir, you do not think yourself less welcome 

for your poverty 

Macaire. 

Nay, nay — more welcome, more welcome. Oh, I 
know your — [bu^sineas] backs ! Besides, my poverty 
is noble. Political .... Dumont, what are your 
politics ? 

DUMOXT. 

A plain old republican, my lord. 

Macaibe. 
And yours, my good (joriot ? 

GORIOT. 

I be a royalist, I be, and so be my daater. 

Macaire. 
How strange is the coincidence ! The party that I 
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souglit to find combined the peculiarities of both : 
a patriotic enterprise in which I fell. Tl\is humble 
fellow .... have I introduced him? You behold 
in us tlio embodiment of aristocracy and democracy. 
P»oi-irand, shako hands with iiiy family. 

nKiiTJiAND is rehuffed hy one ami the oth^ir in 
dead silence. 



Bkhtrand. 



Sold again ! 



Macairk 
Charles, to my arms ! [JJusiness. 

Ernestine. 

Well, but now that he has a father of some kind, 
cannot the marnagc go on ? 

Macaire. 

Angel, tliis very niglit : I burn to take my gi'and- 
child on my knees. 

GORIOT. 

Be you that young man's veyther ? 

Macaire. 
Av. and what a father ! 
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GomoT. 
Then all I've got to say is, I shan't and I wiin't, 

Macaire. 

Ah, friends, friends, what a satisfaction it is, whnt 
a sight is virtue ! I came among you in this poor 
attire to test you ; how nobly have you borne the 
test ! But my disguise begins t^ irk me : who will 
lend me a good suit ? [Business. 

SCENE III. 
To tliesej the Marquis, Z. C. 

Marquis. 

Is this the house of John Paul Dumont, once of 

Lyons ? 

Dumont. 

It is, sir, and I am he, at your disposal. 

Marquis. 

I am the Marquis Villers-Cotterets de la Cherts de 

M^doc. [Sensatio'ti, 

Macaire. 

Marquis, deUghted, I am sure. 
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Mabquis. 

[To DuMoxT.] I corao, as you perceive, unfoUowed ; 
^^y errand, therefore, is discreet. I come [2)J'odttcing 
notes from b)'ea8t'})ockei] equipped with thirty thou- 
sand f ranas ; my en*and, thcrofoi'o, must lie generous. 
Can you not guess ? 

DUMOXT. 

Not I, my lord. 

Marquis. 
[Iiepeati7ig,] " Preserve this letter," etc. 

Macaire. 
Bitten. 

Bertrand. 
Sold again [asi^^c], [A patt^e. 

Alixe. 
Well, I never did ! 

DUMOXT. 

'Two fathei-s ! 

Marquis. 
Two ? Impossible. 

DUMONT. 

^ofc at all. This is the other. 
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Mabquis. 
This man ? 

JMacaike. 

This is the man, my lord ; here stands the father ; 
Charles, to my arms ! [Charles hacks, 

DUMONT 

He knew the letter. 

Marquis. 
Well, but so did I. 

Curate. 
The judgment of Solomon. 

QORIOT. 

What did I tell 'ee ? he can't many. 

Ernestine. 
Couldn't they both couseiit ? 

Marquis. 
But he's my living iumge. 

Macaiue. 
Mine, Marquis, mine. 
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Mabqvis. 
My figure, I think ? 

Macaire. 
All, Charles, Charles ! 

Curate. 

We used to think his physiognomy resembled 
D union t's. 

DUMOXT. 

Come to look at him, lie's really like Goriot. 

EllNESTIXE. 

Oh papa, I hope he*s not my brother. 

Goriot. 

What be talking of ? I tell 'ee, he's like our 

Curate. 

Charles. 

Gentlemen, my head aches. 

Marquis. 

I have it : the involuntary voice of nature. Look 

at me, my son. 

Macaire. 

Nav, Charles, but look at me. 
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Chables. 

Grentlemen, I am unconscious of the smallest natural 
inclination for either. 

Mabquis. 
Another thought : what was his mother s name ? 

Macaire. 
What was the name of his mother by you ? 

Marquis. 
Sir, you are silenced, 

Macaire. 

Silenced by honour. I had rather lose my boy 
than compromise his sainted mother. 

Marquis. 

A thought : twins might explain it : had you not 
two foundlings ? 

DUMONT. 

Nay, sir, one only ; and judgiug by tlie mistiies of 
this evening, I should say, thank God ! 

jMacaire. 
My friends, leave me alone with the Marquis. It 
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18 only a lather that can understand a father's heart. 
Bertrand, follow the members of my family. 

[ITiey troop oiU, L, U. E, and 11, U. E,^ the 
JldcUers playing. Air : *' dea/r, whai can 
the matter he ! " 



Well, sir ? 



SCENE IV. 

Macaike, Marquis. 

Marquis. 



Macaire. 
My lord, I feel for you. [Bicshiess. TJiey sit, li.] 

IVIarquis. 
And now, sir ? 

Macaire. 

The bond that joins us is remaikable and touching. 

Marquis. 
Well, sir ? 

3Iacaike. 

[2'oiic7iin(/ him on the bi'easl.li You have there thirty 
thousand francs. 
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Mabquis. 

Well, sir ? 

Macaire. 

I was but thinking of the inequalities of life, my 
lord : that I who, for all you know, may be the 
father of your son, should have nothing; and that 
you who, for all I know, may be the father of mine, 

should be literally bulging with bank notes 

Where do you keep them at night ? 

Marquis. 
Under my pillow. I think it rather ingenious. 

Macaire. 
Admirably so ! I applaud the device. 

Marquis. 
Well, sir ? 

Macaire. 
Do you snuff, my lord ? 

Marquis. 
No, sir, I do not. 

Macaire. 

My lord, I am a poor man. 

J) 
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Marquis. 
Well, sir ? and what of that ? 

Macaiek. 

The affections, my lord, are priceless. Monej^ will 
not buy them ; or, at least, it takes a great deal. 

Marquis. 
Sir, your sentiments do you honour. 

Macaire. 
My lord, you are iich. 

Marquis. 
Well, sir? 

Macaire. 

Now follow me, I beseech you. Here am I, my 
lord ; and there, if I may so express myself, are you. 
Each has the father's heart, and there we are equal ; 
^ch claims yon interesting lad, and there again we 
^re on a par. But, my lord — and here we come to 
t-he inequality, and what I consider the unfairness of 
the thing — you have thii-ty thousand francs, and I, 
^^y lord, have not a rap. You mark me ! not a i-ap, 
^y lord ! My lord, put yourself in my position : 
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consider what must be my feelings, my desires ; and 

—hey? 

Marquis. 

I fail to grasp 

Macaiee. 

[With irr{tatio7i,] My dear man, there is the door 

of the house ; here am I ; there [touching Marquis 

on the brecist] are thirty thousand francs. Well, 

now? 

Marquis. 

I give you my word of honour, sir, I gather 
nothing ; my mind is quite unused to such prolonged 
exertion. If the boy be yours, he is not mine ; if he 
be mine, he is not yours ; and if he is neither of ours, 
or both of ours .... in short, my mind 

Macaire. 

My lord, will you lay those thirty thousand francs 

upon the table ? 

Marquis. 

I fail to gi*asp .... but if it will in any way 

oblige you [Does so. 

Macaire. 

Now, my lord, follow me : I take them up ; you 
see ? I put them in my pocket ; you follow me ? 
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This is my hat ; here is my stick ; and here is my — 
my friend's bundle. 

MARQUI& 

But that is my cloak. 

Macaibe. 

Precisely. Now, my lord, one more effort of your 

lordship's mind. If I were to go out of that door, 

with the full intention —follow me close — ^the full 

intention of never being heard of more, what would 

you do ? 

Maequis. 

I ? — send for the police. 

Macaire. 

Take your money ! [Dctshing down the notesJ] Man, 
if I met you in a lane ! 

[He drops his head upon the table. 

Marquis. 

The poor soul is insane. The other man, whom I 
suppose to be his keeper, is verj' much to blame. 

Macaire. 

[Raising his head.] I have a light ! [To Marquis.] 
With invincible owlishness, my lord, I cannot struggle. 
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I pass you by ; I leave you gaping by the wayside ; I 
blush to have a share in the progeny of such an owl. 
Off, off, and send the tapster ! 

IMabquis. 
Poor fellow ! 

SCENE V. 

Macaire, to whom Bebtrand. Afterwards 

DUMOKT. 



Well? 
Bitten. 
Sold again. 



Bebtrand. 
Macaire. 
Bertrano. 



Macaire. 

Had he the wit of a lucifer match ! But what can 
gods or men against stupidity ? Still, I have a trick. 
Where is that damned old man ? 

DUMOXT. 

[Entering.] I hear you want me. 

Macaire. 
Ah, my good old Dumont, this is very sad. 
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DUMONT. 

Dear me, what is wrong ? 

Macaire. 
Dumont, you had a dowry for my son ? 

DUMONT. 

I had ; I have : ten thousand francs. 

Macaire. 

It's a poor thing, but it must do. Dumont, I bury 
my old hopes, my old paternal tenderness. 

DUMOXT. 

^\^hat ? is he not your son ? 

Macaire. 

Pardon me, my friend. The Marquis claims my 
boy. I will not seek to deny that he attempted to 
corrupt me, or that I spurned liis gold. It was thirty 
thousand, 

Dumont. 
Noble soul I 

Macaire. 

One has a heart .... He spoke, Dumont, that 
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proud noble spoke, of the advantages to our beloved 
Charles ; and in my father's heart a voice arose, louder 
than thunder. Dumont, was I unselfish ? The voice 
said no; the voice, Dumont, up and told me to 
begone. 

Dumont. 

To begone ? to go ? 

Macaire. 

To begone, Dumont, and to go. Both, Dumont. 
To leave my son to marry, and be rich and happy as 
the son of another ; to creep forth myself, old, penni- 
less, broken-hearted, exposed to the inclemencies of 
heaven and the rebuffs of the police. 

Dumont. 

This is what I had looked for at your hands. 
Noble, noble man ! 

I^Iacaire. 

One has a heart .... and yet, Dumont, it can 
hardly have escaped your penetration that if I were 
to shift from this hostelry without a farthing, and 
leave my offspring to wallow — literally — among mil- 
lionis, I should play the part of little better than an 
ass. 
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DUMONT. 

But I had thought .... 1 had fancied .... 

Macaihk. 

No, Dumont, you had not ; do not seek to impose 
upon my simplicity. What you did think wafi this, 
Dumont : for the sake of this noble father, for the 
sake of this son whom he denies for his own interest 
— I mean, for his interest — no, I mean, for his own 
— well, anyway, in order to keep up tho general at- 
mosphere of sacrifice and nobility, I must hand over 
this dowiy to the Baron Honri-Frcdcnc de Latour de 
Main de la TonneiTe de Brest. 



DCMOKT. "i 

Noble, Oh, noble ! 

liEllTHAKD. 

Beautiful, Oh, beautiful ! 



Together: each 
skalchig hhn hy 
the hand. 



DUMOXT. 

Now Charles is rich he needs it not. For whom 
could it more fittingly be set aside than for his noble 
father ? I will give it you at once. 
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Bertrakd. 
At once, at once ! 

Macaire. 

[Aside to Bertrakd.] Hang on. [Aloiid.] Charlen, 
Charles, my lost boy I 

[He falls weeinufj at L, table, Dumont ent&i^s 
tlie office, a7id b7'i7i^s doion cash-box to 
table R. He feels in all his pockets : Ber- 
TRAND frmn behind him onaJchig shjns to 
Macaire, tchich the latter* does not see. 

Dumont. 

That's strange. I can't fmd the key. Il-s a 
patent key. 

Bertraxd. 

[Behind Dumont, malcing signs to Macaire.] The 
key, he can*t find the key. 

Macaire. 

Oh, yes, I rememl^er. I heard it drop. [Drops hey!] 
And here it is before my eyes. 

Dumont. 
That ? That's youi-s. I saw it drop. 
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Macaimc 

I give you my wtyrd of koaoar I hoArd it fadl five 
minates lock. 

DmoxT. 
Bat I iiaw it. 

3IACAIRC. 

Impossible. It rnobt be yours. 

DcMoyr. 

It is like mine, indeed. IIow csime it in your 
pocket. 

Macaiue. 

Bitten. [Aside. 

Bebtbaxd. 

Sold again (aside). . . . You forget, Baron, it's the 
key of my valise; I gave it you to keep in conse- 
quence of the hole in my pocket ? 

Macuue. 
True, ti-ue ; and that explains. 

DUMOXT. 

Oh, that explains. Xow, nil v:e have to do is to find 
mine. It's a patent key. You heai-d it drop. 
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Macaire. 
Distinctly. 

Bertrand. 

So I did : distinctly. 

DUMONT. 

Here, Aline, Babette, Goriot, Curate, Charles, 
everybody, come here and look for my key ! 



SCENE VI. 

2h tJieae wiUi caiuUes, all Hie fortiur characters, exceiyt 
Fiddlers, Peasants, aiid Notary. TJiey himt 
for the key, 

DUMONT. 

It's bound to be hei*e. "We all heard it drop. 

IMarquis. 
\]Vii!i Bertrand*s hundle.l ^^ *^^** '^^ ^ 

All. 
[With fury,'] No. 

Bertrand. 
Hand's off, that's my luggage. [Iluivt resumed. 
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DUMOKT. 

I heard it drop, as plain as ever I heard anything. 

Marquis. 

By the way [cdl start u]?], what are we looking 
for? 

All. 
[mthjui^j.] Oh ! ! 

DUMONT. 

Will you have the kindness to find my key ? 

\llunt resumed. 
Curate. 

"What description of a key 



DUMONT. 

A patent, patent, patent, patent key ! 

Macaire. 
I have it. Here it is. 

All. 
[With relief ,] Ah!! 

DuMONT. 

That ? What do you mean ? That's yours. 
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Macaibe. 
Pardon me. 

DUMONT. 

It is. 

Macairi:. 
It isn't. 

DuMONT. 

I tell you, it is ! look at that twisted handle. 

Macaibe, 
It can't be mine, and so it must be yours. 

DUMONT. 

It is NOT. Feel in your pockets. [To tlie others. "] 
Will you have the kindness to find my patent key ? 

All. 
Oh ! ! [Hunt resumed. 

Macaibe. 

Ah, well, you're right. [Ue slips key into Dumont's 
2}0ckeL] An idea ; suppose you felt in your pocket ? 

All. 
[Rising.] Yes ! Suppose you did ! 
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DUMONT. 

I will not feel in my pockets. How could it be 
there ? It's a patent key. This is more than any man 
can bear. First, Charles is one man's son, and then 
he's another's, and then he's nobody's, and be damned 
to him ! And then there's my key lost ; and then 
there's your key ! What is your key ? Where is 
your key ? Where isn't it ? And why is it like 
mine, only mine's a patent ? The long and short of 
it is this : that I'm going to bed, and that you're all 
going to bed, and that I refuse to hear another word 
upon the subject or upon any subject. There I 



Bitten. 



Sold again. 



Macaire. 

I . 

Aside, 
Bertrand. 



] 



[Alike and Maids extinguish hanging lamjis 
ore?' tables y IL and L. Stage lighted only 
hy guests' candles, 

Charles. 

* But, sir, I cannot decently retire to rest till I 
embrace my honoured paient. Which is it to be? 
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Macaibe. 
Charles, to my 

DUMONT. 

Embrace neither of them ; embrace nobody ; there 

has been too much of this sickening folly. To bed ! ! ! 

[Exit vicl&iiUy R. U, E. All the charactei'8 trooj) 

slowly upstairs, ialkinrf in dumb slioio, 

Bertbaxd and Macatee refiiuiin in front 

C, toatching tliem go, 

Bebtrand. 
Sold again, captain ? 

Macaire. 
Ay, they will have it. 

Bertband. 
It? What? 

Macaire. 

The woi'st, Bertrand. What is man ? — a beast of 
prey. An hour ago, and I'd have taken a crust, and 
gone in peace. But no : they would trick and juggle, 
curse them ; they would wriggle and cheat ! Well, I 
accept the challenge : war to the knife. 
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Bertiund. 
Murder? 

Macairb. 

What is murder ? A legal term for a man dying. 
Call it Fate, and that's pliilosophy; call me Provi- 
dence, and you talk religion. Die? Why, that is 
what man is made for ; wo ai e full of mortal parts ; 
we are all as good as dead already, Ave hang so close 
upon the brink: touch a button, and the strongest 
falls in dissolution. Now, see how eas}*: I take 
3'ou \Gra]}pling him. 

liERTKAXD. 

Macairc — Oh, no ! 

Macaiue. 

Fool 1 Would I harm a fly, when I had nothing to 
gain ? As the butcher with the sheep, I kill to live ; 
and where is the difference between man and mutton, 
pride and a tailors bill. Murder? I know who 
made that name — a man crouching from the knife ! 
Selfishness made it — the aggregated egotism called 
society ; but I meet that with a selfishness as great. 
Has ho money? Have 1 none — great powers, 
none? Well, then, I fatten and manure my life 
with his. 
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Bebtband. 

You frighten me. Who is it ? 

Macaibe. 

Mark well. [The Mabquis opens the door of dumber 
Thirteen, and the rest, clustering round, bid him good- 
night. As they begin to dispa'se along the gaUery he 
entet's and shuts the door,] Out, out, brief candle! 
That man is doomed. 



DBOP. 



R 



ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

MaCAIKE, lifiUTRAND. 

A 8 the curtain insea, t/ie stage is dark ami empty. 
Enter Macairb, L, U, E.y loith lant&ini. He looks 
about 

Macaire. 

[Calling off.] S'st ! 

Bebtrand. 
[Entetnng L, U, E.] It's creeping dark. 

IMacaire. 
Blinding dark ; and a good job. 

Bertrand. 
Macaire, I'm cold ; my very hair's cold. 
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Macaire. 
Work, work will warm you : to your keys. 

Bebtband. 

No, Macaire, it's a horror. You'll not kill him ; 
let's have no bloodshed. 

Macaire. 

None : it spoils your clothes. Now, see : you have 
keys and you have experience; up that stair, and 
pick me the lock of that man's door. Pick me the 
lock of that man's door. 

Bertraxd. 
May I take the light ? 

Macaire. 

You may not. Go. [Bertrand movmla the stairs^ 
aiid is seen picking tits lock of Number Thirteen^ The 
earth spins eastward, and the day is at the door. 
Yet half an hour of covert, and the sun will be afoot, 
the discoverer, the great policeman. Yet, half an 
hour of night, the good, hiding, practicable night; 
and lo ! at a touch the gas-jet of the universe turned 
on ; and up with the sun gets the providence of 
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honest people, puts oflf his nightcap, throws up his 
'^'^^uidow, stares out of house — ^and the rogue must 
skulk again till dusk. Yet half an hour and, Macaire, 
you shall be safe and rich. If yon fool — my fool — 
would but miscarry, if the dolt within would hear 
and leap upon him, I could intervene, kill both, by 
heaven — both! — cry murder with the best, and at 
one stroke reap honour and gold. For, Bertrand 
dead 

Bertbamd. 

[From ahove!] S'st, Macaire 

Macaibe. 

Is it done, dear boy ? Come down. (Bertrakd 
descends,) Sit down beside this light: this is your 
ring of safety, budge not beyond — the night is 
crowded with hobgoblins. See ghosts and tremble 
like a jelly if you must : but remember men are my 
concern; and at the creak of a man's foot, hist! 
[Sharpening his "knife upon his sleeve."] What is a 
knife ? A plain man's sword. 

Bertrand. 
Not the knife, Macaire ; Oh, not the knife. 
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Macaire. 

My name is Self- Defence. 

[Re goes upstairs and enters dumber Thirteen, 

Bebtrand. 

He's in. I hear a board creak. What a night, 
what a night ! Will he hear him ? Lord, my poor 
Macaire I I hear nothing, nothing. The night's as 
empty as a dream: he must hear him; he cannot 
help but hear him ; and then — Macaire, Macaire, 
come back to me. It's death, and it's death, and it's 
death. Ited, red : a corpse. Macaire to kill, Macaire 
to die? I'd rather starve, I'd rather perish, than 
either: I'm not fit, I'm not fit for either! Why, 
how's this ? I want to cry. [A stroke and a groan 
from above.] God Almighty, one of them's gone! 
[lie falls with his head on table^ R. Macaire appears 
at the top of the stairs^ descends^ comes aiHly forvoard^ 
and touchss him on the shoxdder, Bertrand, wiih a 
cry^ turns and faUs upon his 'neck,'] Oh, oh, and I 
thought I had lost him. [Day breaking, 

Macaire. 
The contmry, dear boy. [He produces notes. 
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Bebtband. 
What was it like ? 

Macaire. 
Like ? Nothing. A little blood, a dead man. 

Bebtrand, 

Blood! .... Dead! 

[He /alls at table sobbing, Macaibe divides the 
tiotes into two parts; on the smaller* he 
wipes the bloody knife, and folding tlie 
stains inward, thrusts the notes into Beb- 
TBAND*s/ace. 

Macaire. 
What is life without the pleasures of the table ? 

Bertrand. 

[Taking and pocketing tiotes.'] Macaire, I can't get 

over it. 

Macaire. 

My mark is the frontier, and at top speed. Don't 
hang your jaw at me. Up, up, at the double ; pick 
me that cash-box ; and let's get the damned house 
fairly cleared. 
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Bertband. 
I can't. Did he bleed much ? 

Macaibe. 

Bleed? Must I bleed you? To work, or Im 
dangerous. 

BEBTRAin). 

It's all right, Macaire ; I'm going. 

Macaike. 

Better so : an old friend is nearly sacred. 

[Full daylight : lights up, Macaibe blows out 
Ia7ite9*n, 

Bebtkand. 
Wheie's the key ? 

Macaibe. 

Key ? I tell you to pick it. 

Bebtband. 

[With the box."] But it's a patent lock. "Where is 
the key ? You had it. 

Macaibe. 
Will you pick that lock ? 
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Bebtbakd. 
I can't : it's a patent. Where's the key ? 

Macaibe. 

Ii you will have it, I put it back in that old ass's 
pocket. 

Bebtband. 

Bitten, I think. [Macaibe dancing niad. 

SCENE II. 
To these, Dumont. 

DUMONT. 

Ah, fiiends, up so early? Catching the worm, 
catching the worm 'i 

Macaibe. ^ 

Good morning, good morning ! 

Bebtband. 
Early birds, early birds. 

DUMONT. 

By the way, very i*emarkable thing : I found that 
key. 



Both sitting on 

the table and 
dissemhlhig box. 
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Macaibe. 
No! 

Bebtbakd. 
Oh! 

DUMONT. 

Perhaps a still more remarkable thing : it was my 
key that had the twisted handle. 

Macaibe. 
I told you so. 

DuMONT. 

Now, what we have to do is to get the cash-box. 
Hallo ! what's that your sitting on ? 

Bebtband. 
Nothing. 

Macaibe. 

The table ? I beg your pardon. 

DUMONT. 

Why, it's my cash-box ! 

Macaibe. 
Why, so it is ! 

DCMONT. 

It's very singular. 
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Maoaibe. 

Diabolishly singular. 

Bebtrand. 
Early worms, early worms ! 

DUMONT. 

[Bloioing hi Arey.] Well, I suppose you are still 
willing to begone ? 

Macaire. 

More than willing, my dear soul : pressed, I may 
say, for time; for though it had quite escaped my 
memory, I have an appointment in Turin with a lady 
of title. 

DUMONT. 

[At box.] It's very odd. [Blows in Jcei/.] It's 
a singular thing [bloicing]f key won't turn. It's a 
patent. Some one must have tampered with the 
lock [hloiaiiig]. It's strangely singular, it's singularly 
singular ! I've shown this key to commercial gentle- 
men all the way from Paris : they never saw a better 
key I [mcn'e business], "Well [giving it u]) aiul looking 
'i*epro((^hfulhj on Ar<s?/], that's pretty singular. 
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Macaire. 

Let me try. [Ife tines, and Jlinga dovm the key 
tvith a curseJ] Bitten. 

Bertrand. 
Sold again. 

DUMONT. 

[Picking up key.] It*s a patent key. 

Macaire. 

[To Bertrand.] The game's up : we must save 
the swag. [To Dumont.] Sir, since your key, on 
which I invoke the blight of Egypt, has once more 
defaulted, my feelings are unequal to a repetition of 
yesterday's distress, and I shall simply pad the hoof. 
From Turin you shall receive the address of my 
banker, and may prosperity attend your ventures. 
[To Bertrand.] Now, boy! [To Dumont.] Em- 
brace my fatherless child ! farewell ! [Macaire and 
Bertrand turn to go off^ and are met in tJie door by 
the Gendarmes.] 

SCENE III. 
2^0 tliese, the Brigadier and Gendarmes. 

Brigadier. 
Let no man leave the house. 
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Macaire. \ 

Bitten. ! , ., 

«, Aside, 

Bebtband. 

Sold again. ) 

DUMONT. 

Welcome, old friend ! 

Brigadier. 

It is not the friend that comes ; it is the Brigadier. 
Summon your guests : I must investigate their pass- 
ports. I am in pursuit of a notorious malefactor, 
Robert Macaire. 

DUMONT. 

But I was led to believe that both Macaire and his 
accomplice had been arrested and condemned. 

Brigadier. 
They were, but they have once more escaped for 
the moment, and justice is indefatigable. [lie sits at 
table JR.] Dumont, a bottle of white wine. 

Macaire. 

[7b DuMONT.] My excellent friend, I will dis- 
cliai'ge your commission, and return ^^•ith all speed. 

[6^0191^, 

Brigadier. 
Halt! 
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Macaire. 

[Eetwming : as if he saw Brigadier /or the first time, 'I 
Ha ? a member of the force ? Charmed I'm sure. 
But you misconceive me : I return at once, and my 
friend remains behind to answer for me. 

Brigadier.. 

Justice is insensible to friendship. I shall deal 
with you in due time. Dumont, that bottle. 

Macaire. 

Sir, my friend and I, who are students of character, 
would grasp the opportunity to share and — may one 
add ? — ^to pay for^the bottle. Dumont, three ! 

Bertbaxd. 
For God's sake ! 

Unter Alixe and jMaids. 

Macaire. 

My friend is an author : so, in a humbler way, am 
I. Your knowledge of the criminal classes naturally 
tempts one to pursue so interesting an acquaintance. 

Brigadier. 
Justice is impartial. Gentlemen, your health. 
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Macaibe. 
Will not tliese brave fellows join us ? 

Brigadier. 
They are on duty ; but what matters ? 

Macairb. 
My dear sii', what is duty ? duty is my oye. 

Brigadier. 

\/^*olemnli/.] And Betty Martin, 

Gendarmes sil at table. 



Macaire. 
[To Bertrand.] Dear friend, sit down. 

Bertraxd. 
[SitttTig down,] O Lord ! 

Brigadier. 

[To Macairb,] You seem to be a gentleman of con- 
siderable intelligence. 

Macaire. 

I fear, sir, )'ou flatter. One has lived, one has 
loved, and one remembere : that is all. One's Live^f 
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of CeUbraied CHminaU have met with a certain 
success, and one is ever in quest of fresh material. 

DUMONT. 

By the way, a singular thing about my patent key. 

Bbioadieb. 
This gentleman is speaking. 

Macaire. 

Excellent Dumont! he means no harm. This 
Macaire is not personaUy known to you ? 

Bbioadieb. 
Are you connected with justice ? 

Macaire. 
Ah, sir, justice is a point above a poor author. 

Brigadier. 
[Wi^ glass,'] Justice is the very devil. 

Macaire. 

My dear sir, my friend and I, I regret to say, have 
an appointment in Lyons, or I could spend my life 
in this society. Charge your glasses: one hour to 
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madness and to joy! What is to-morrow? The 
enemy of to-day. Wine? The bath of life. One 
moment : I find I have forgotten my watch. 

[He makes /or the door. 

Brigadier. 
Halt! 

Macaire. 

Sir, what is this jest ? 

Brigadier. 
Sentry at the door. Your passports. 

Macaire. 

My good man, with all the pleasure in life. 

[Gives paper's. The Brigadier jptcte on spectacles^ 
and examines them. 

Bertrand. 

[Rising, and passing round to Macaire's othefi"" 
side.'] It's life and death : they must soon find it. 

Macaire. 

[JfiiWe.] Don't I know ? My heart's like fire in my 
body. 
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Beigadto 



Your name is? 

MACAniK. 

It is; one's name is not unknown. 



tTostioe exacts your name. 

Macatrk. 

Henri-Fiiederic de Latour de Main de la Tonnerre 
de Brest. 

BrI6ADI£R. 

Tour professkm ? 

Macaire. 
Gentleman* 

BUOADIKR. 

NOy but what is your trade ? 

Macaibe. 
I am an analytical chemist. 

Brigadier. 

Justice is inscrutable. Your papers are in ordei*. 
\To Bertrakb.] Nowy sir, and yours ? 

Bertraxd. 
I feel kind of ill. 
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Macaibk. 

Bertrand, this gentleman addresses you. He is not 
one of us; in other scenes, in the gay aud giddy 
world of fashion, one is his superior. But to-day he 
represents the majesty of law ; and as a citizen it is 
one's pride to do him honour. 

Bbiqadieb. 
Those are my sentiments. 

Bertrand. 
I beg your pardon, I [Gives jxipertt. 

Brigadier. 
Your name ? 

Bertrand. 
Napoleon. 

Brigadier. 
What ? In your passport it is written Bertrand. 

Bertrand. 

It's this way: I was bom Bertrand, and then I 
took the name of Napoleon, and I mostly always call 
myself either Napoleon or Bertrand. 
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Bbigadiee. 
The truth is always best. Your profession ? 

Bebtrand. 
I am an orphan. 

Brigadier. 

What the devil I {To Macaire.) Is your friend an 

idiot? 

Macaire. 

Pardon me, he is a poet. 

Brigadier. 

Poetry is a great hindrance to the ends of justice. 
Well, take your papers. 

Macaire. 
Then we may go ? 

SCENE IV 

To tliesCf Charles, who is seen on the gallery , going to 
tlie doo7' of Number Thirteen, Afterwards all the 
characters hut the Notary and the ISIarquis. 



Brigadier. 



One glass more. 



[Bertrand toicches Mac^aire, and points to 
Charles, loho enters Number Thirteen, 
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Maoaire. 
No more, no more, no more. 

Bbioadiek. 

[Rising a'iul taking Macaibe by the arm.] I stipu- 
late ! 

Macaibe. 

Engagement in Turin I 

Bbigadieb. 
Turin ? 

Maoaire. 
Lyons, Lyons ! 

Bebtband. 
For God*s sake. . . . 

Bbigadieb. 
Well, good-bye ! 

IMagaibe. 

Good-bye, good 

Chahles. 

[From xoithin,] Murder ! Help I [Appearing,] 
Help here ! The Maixjuis is murdered. 
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Stand to the door. A man up Uiere. 

[A Gbhdasme hurries up Haireaae itUo ITumber 
Tkirieen, Charles following kim. Enter 
on both sides of gallery the remaimng 
characters of the pieee^ except the Notakt 
and the Mabquis. 



Aside, 



Macaike. 
:mtten, by God ! 

Bertrand. 
Lost! 

Brioadier. 
[To DuMOKT.] John Paul Dumont, I arrest you. 

DUMOHT. 

Do your duty, officer. I can answer for myself 

and my own people. 

Brigadier. 

YeSy but these stxangers ? 

DuMOKT. 

They are strangers to me. 

Macaire. 
I am an honest man: I stand upon my rights: 
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search me : or search this person, of whom I know too 
little. [Smiting his brow,] By heaven, I see it all ! 

This morning [To Bertband.] How, su', did you 

dare to flaunt your booty in my very face? [To 
Briqadier.] He showed me notes; he was up ere 
day; search him, and you'll find. There stands the 
murderer. 

Bertrand. 
Oh, Macaire ! 

[ffe is seized and searched and the notes are 

found. 

Brigadier. 

There is blood upon the notes. Handcuffs. 

[Macaire, edging towards the door, 

Bertrand. 

Macaire, you may as well take the bundle. 

[Macaire is stopped hy sentry, and comes 
front, R, 

Charles. 

[]?e-appeari7ig,] Stop, I know the truth, [ffe 
comes doion.\ Brigadier, my father is not dead. He 
is not even dangerously hurt. He has spoken. There 
is the would-be assassin. 
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Macaire. 

Hell ! [//e darts aa^oaa to tlie staircase, and. tim^^is 
on tlie secoiid step, fiashimj out ilie hiifeJ] Back 
hounds ! [Jle sp'irtgs tip the stair^ aiid confronts tlieni 
from ilie top,^ Fools, I am Robeit Macaire ! 

[uis Macaire turns to flee, he is met by tJis 
gendarme coming oiU of Numhet* 27iirteen; 
Ae stands an instant checked^ is shot from 
the stage, andfaUs headlong backward down 
the stair, Behtrand, with a cn*y, breaks 
from tJie gendarme, kneels at his side, and 
raises his head, 

Bertraxd. 

Macaire, Macaire, forgive me. I didn't blab : you 

know I didn't blab. 

Macaire. 

Sold again, old boy. Sold for the last time ; at 
least, the last time this side death. Death — what is 
death ? [He dies. 

CURTAIN. 
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after G. Sanders, will be published before Easter, the 
others following at certain intervals. 

It is agreed that Byron's Letters, public and private, 
with their abounding ease and spirit and charm, are 
among the best in English. It is thought that Byron's 
poetry has been long, and long enough, neglected, so that 
we are on the eve of, if not face to face with, a steady 
reaction in its favour : that, in fact, the true public has had 
enough of fluent minor lyrists and hide-bound (if superior) 
sonnetteers, and is disposed, in the natur«'U course of 
things, to renew its contact with a great English poet, who 
was also a principal element in the aesthetic evolution 
of that Modem Europe which we know. 

Hence this new Bjron, which will present — ^for the first 
time since the Seventeen Volumes Edition (1833), long 
since out of print — ^a master-writer and a master-influence 
in decent and persuasive terms. 

It is barely necessary to dwell on Mr. Henley's special 
qualifications for the task of editing and annotating the 
works of our poet. 

London: WILLIAM. HEINEMANN. 21 Bedford St., W.C. 
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